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For a moment my vanished suitcases gladden my eyes,
then they disappear Into the belly of a beautiful new
white four-engined Savoia-Marchetti 'plane. We're off!
Swooping over a loop of the- tawny Tiber at two hundred
miles an hour, we soar up, and up, and up, to twelve
thousand feet, to give us clearance of the Apennines.
There is nothing to see up here above the flocked white
clouds, and I dislike that leaden feeling in my ears which
affects me at certain stages between Heaven and Charing
Cross; but the ensemble is grand: the lovely shape of a
modern air liner, the drone of the great engines, the
settling down in the saloon with a glance at the pas-
sengers, and the fleeting thought that one of them may
be a lunatic with a bomb in his pocket, the taxi-ing down
to the lee side of the aerodrome, and the never-failing
surprising feeling of lightness as the engines open out;
then trim fields and small people below, intent on earthly
affairs, while here we are moving with god-like speed to a
new country. , . . It's fun, and one forgets to trouble
deaf Heaven with one's bootless cries. . . .

At Brindisi we take coffee, pass the Customs, fly across
the glittering Adriatic to Albania. It is only forty
minutes by air from Brindisi to Tirana, but during them
we have passed to a different world and age.

The first thing I saw in Tirana, that now unhappy
little capital, was the smallest donkey I have ever seen,
bestridden by a grand old gentleman in rags. He was
poor, but happy and carefree, singing of a long-dead hero,
and smelling a rose.

The rose is typical of Albania: everyone loves flowers,
and gardens would be as popular as they are in England
if the people had time to cultivate them. But they
haven't. The struggle for existence is hard in Albania.